634	A MODERN COMEDY
pied a few chairs. A riding mistress was teaching a small
boy to trot. Some sparrows and a pigeon alone seemed
to take a distant interest in her. The air smellcd of
Spring. She sat some time with the pleasant feeling that
nobody in the world knew where she was. Odd, when
you thought of it—millions of people every day, leaving
their houses, offices, shops, on their way to the next place,
were as lost to the world as stones in a pond ! Would it
be nice to disappear permanently, and taste life incognita ?
Bertie Curfew was going to Moscow again. Would he
take her as secretary, and bonne amie ? Bertie Curfew—
she had only pretended to be tired of him ! The thought
brought her face to face with the future. Alec ! Explana-
tions ! It was hardly the word ! He had a list of her
debts, and had said he would pay them as a wedding-
present. But—if there wasn't to be a wedding ? Thank
God, she had some ready money. The carefully * laid-up '
four-year-old in her father's stable had won yesterday.
She had dribbled c a pony' on at a nice price. She rose
and sauntered along, distending her bust—in defiance of
the boylike fashion, which, after all, was on the wane—to
take in the full of a sweet wind.
Leaving the Park, she came to South Kensington station
and bought another paper. It had a full account under
the headlines : * Modern Morality Attacked.' £ Miss Mar-
jorie Ferrar in the Box.' It seemed funny to stand there
reading those words among people who were reading the
same without knowing her from Eve, except, perhaps, by
her clothes. Continuing her progress towards Wren
Street, she turned her latch-key in the door, and saw a hat.
Waiting for her already! She took her time ; and, pale
from powder, as though she had gone through much,
entered the studio.
MacGown was sitting with his head in his hands,    She

